THE    MEMOIRS    OF
was above middle height, and of a very dark complexion,
with brows drawn together in a gloomy frown; and when
he spoke his tone was as harsh as his features.
'So, my fine fellow,5 he growled, 'you are inclined to
politics, are you! Well, we'll see whether we can't find you
something more profitable to think of here. You are sent to
this establishment to learn field labour, and on no account to
be employed in any other way for two years. When that
time has expired you will be assigned to a settler. Take him
away. Row, and send the principal overseer to me when the
gangs come in/
On getting back to the camp buildings, the constable
turned to Rashleigh with a sneer.
*As you be one of them dommed quill-drivers, I do sup-
pose you'd best be put along of the rest, so you'll rest in the
Playhouse yonder/
He indicated a straggling mass of buildings, similar to
those already described, and into this Rashleigh limped, re-
joicing that at last a chance to rest had come. The great hut
was empty, so he flung himself down upon a rude bench,
made of a split log set upon two stumps in the earthen floor.
Wind whistled through the gaps between the shrunken
timbers, and puddles filled the hollows in the dirt floor.
Except for a table of the same rough design and workman-
ship as that on which he lay, two large iron pots and several
tin utensils, there was no furniture to give a semblance of
comfort to the place.
Rashleigh was roused from the deep sleep into which he
had immediately fallen, by being roughly shaken by a man
who warned him that he must rise quickly to answer the
muster. Half asleep he staggered out of the hut to where the
prisoners were assembled in the darkness. The camp con-
stable with a lanthorn, accompanied by a train of watchmen,
90